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who fell on a sofa laughing to death and
saying, " Nevertheless, I retract nothing! "

CXLIX.

Monday night, June i, 1852.
I SPEND all my time reading the letters of
Beyle. That makes me at least twenty
years younger. It is like making an au-
topsy of the thoughts of a man whom I knew
intimately and whose ideas of things and
men have singularly affected mine. That
makes me sad and joyful twenty times an
hour.

CL.

MARSEILLES, September 12, 1852.
I NEED your presence in this country
which seems so dull to me. I would make
you eat twenty different kinds of fruits that
you do not know. For example, yellow
peaches, white and red melons, and fresh
peanuts. Moreover, you might spend a
day in Turkish curiosity shops where there
are inutilities the most agreeable to see and
the most disagreeable to pay for. I haveof Saulcy himself,bed the
